
A. QUESTION. 
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.oy comes and goen; hope abbe and flows 
Like the wavo; 

Changftdovs unkuit the tranquil strength of 
in^xi. 

Love lends lifo a Utile grace, 
A few sad eruilos, Mid then 
Loth ate bid in one cold place, 

In the grave, 

Dreams dawn and fly, frionda ftiaile and die 
Like Hp ring flowers; 

Our vaunted iiie is one long funeral. 
Mon <li£ graves with bitlor tears 
F'.v thoir dead hopes; and all 
Maisod with donbta and wick with fears 

Count the hours. 

Wo count the hours, Tiieso dreams of oura-
FaUe and hollow. 

Do wo go lience and And they are not dead? 
Joys we dimly apprehend, 
Faces that smiled and fled, 
Hopes born here, and born to the end, 

tthall we follow'' 
—Matthew Arnold. 

She was the embodiment of beauty. 
None coukl have thought otherwise. 
?>eoing her as she sat there alone on the 
piazza, lie*.lovely form slightly inclined, 
her hands clasped on her lap, and one 
small and simply foot lightly tapping 
tho floor; the long, sweeping lashes 
drooping languidly over her dreamy, 
lustrous eyes. and a sweet smile play
ing around her scarlet month, which 
was open# just enough to exhibit the 
even tips of her pearly teeth. 

Tho restless, crimson tide coursing 
beneath the pure, transparent akin 
"would occasionaliy suffuse her cheeks 
and then pans gradually away, only to 
surge back again and mantle face and 
neck with a burning blush. 

Yes, Minerva Lambert was beautiful, 
and. never did she look more so than 
now, as, flushed with apparent excite
ment, and totally unconscious of the 
chinning picture she formed, she sat 
there where the long ti ailing vines 
swayed to and fro on one side, casting 
fantastic shadows on the floor. and on 
the other motley 'lowers nodding lazily 
in the gentle breeze that lifted sweet 
fragrance from their coroforvn crests, 
while the slanting boards oi' the evening 
sun rested like a halo on tier bowed 
head. 

Minerva had two lowers--that, is, two, 
only one of whom she could think of ac
cepting as her companion through life. 

Literally, she had at least a dozen, 
but only two dared hope for her hand. 

These were "Leroy Beaumont and 
Mark Spencer. 

Leroy was the sou of wealthy parents. 
Hark was comparatively poor. Leroy 
•was very handsome, with dark flashing 
eyes, black, glossy hair and fierce-look
ing mustache; Mark was not, though 
his bright and ever-smiling counten
ance wore anything but a disagreeable 
aspect. 

They were not friend , but it wan be
cause of thoir rivalry. They had never 
been personally acquainted. Lorov, 
thinking that feature-' such as his were 
essential to any one who would win the 
hand of that beauty, was, consequently 
confident, ot his ability to gain the vic
tory, raid, perhaps, was unprejudiced. 

Mark':) opinion was dir!>rent. Al
though not nearly so confident of suc
cess as his competitor, lie was too noble 
a nature to allow hatred or even jeal
ousy to be excited Avifchin him, and he 
belioved tliat Minerva Lambert would 
o jt judge by personal appearance which 
was most deserving of the much-coveted 
hand. 

But Minerva, it must bo said, had a 
faw romantic notions in her head. Her 
father, knowing the reputation of Mark 
Spencer, advised her to accept him in 
preference to the other, but 3he hesi
tated. 

Mr. Beaumont, was .so handsome, so 
tall and graceful, and he had such 
bright and Hashing eyes, and then that 
captivating mustache was fin adornment 
that Mr. Spencer could, not boast of. 

Did she love Leroy Beaumont? She 
thought she did, though when in the 
society of Mark Spencer she was in 
doubt. She was not capable of read
ing tier own heart. 

Now. they had both proposed. This 
very day they had both been at her 
foet, pouring forth the story of their 
love, and begging for hers in return. 

Of course they did not do this at the 
same time, but at different hours of the 
day, and neither knew of the other's 
proposal. 

She did not give them her answer, 
but dismissed them both with the infor
mation that they must wait until to--
morrow, and thus give her time to de
cide. Then she set her wits to work. 

Which should she accept ? She was 
in a dilemma. She was a little partial 
ho Beaumont, but then she knew so lit
tle of his character. Spencer she knew 
to be a true gentleman, but then he 
lacked that attractiveness of feature 
which, she thought, would have made 
hiin look so much moro noble and. man
ly-

She hit upon a plan which pleased 
her, and she immediately began the ex
ecution of it. 

She wrote two notes exactly alike, 
and sent one of them to each of her 
lovers. 

They ran thus: 
"Meet me at 8 o'clock this evening at 

the old elm tree on the river bank, 
near my fathers house." 

It was all she wrote. She knew they 
would both bo at the appointed spot at 
the appointed time, each thinking him
self the favored suitor. 

She was thinking of , this as she sat 
alone on tho piazza, -where the long 
ftvening shadows were -^creeping across 
the floor, and the rays of the setting sun 
were struggling through the network 
of vines to kiss her blushing cheek. 

She could think of no better way of 
finding out whether Leroy Beaumont 
was a true gentleman or not. 

It was to see how he would act on 
finding his rival at the place of meeting 
that she had concluded to make this 
appointment with both. 

If her plan failed, she would contrive 
another, for she had resolved Jfchat no 
man should become her husband unless 
he was in every respect worthy of her. 

+ * - * • 
Mark Spenoer stood beneath the 

wide spreading branches of the old elm 
tree, leaning against its huge trunk 
•with his arm folded on his breast. 

It was just the night for & meeting of 
lovers. The. moon looked down with 
modified splendork, from her starry 
'throne. Her image was reflected in 
the limpid stream. Her tempered 

light flooded the little gable, and 
stealing through the rustling branches, 
fell upon the face of Mark Spencer. 

Though the features were not reg
ular, there was .something attractive 
about the face. It was so open and 
candid, and there was such a good na
tural smile on the manly brow. The 
verdict of one capable, of reading the 
heart iu the lace would undoubtedly be 
good, and even a casual observer would 
bo struck with, the gentlemanly appear
ance of the young man. 

Just now the countenance was bright 
with ' hope. Would not Minerva Lam
bert soou be in his arms telling him 
ho vv much she loved him ? 

This, he thought, _wa% the reason 
why he had been requested to meet hei 
there, preferring that romantic spot iu 
which to tell him of her love. 

He heard a footstep behind him. 
turning hastily, he beheld the hand
some Apollo, Leroy Beau nont, walk
ing briskly along toward him. 

He was much surprised to see him ap.-
proaching, and no was Leroy to find 
Mark there, for he stopped short and 
held ujKboth hands, exclaiming: 

"Mark Spencer!" 
"Mr. Beaumont," returned the other, 

with a slight no:l. 
"Why are you here?" cried Beau

mont. 
"What right have you to aslc?" calmly 

retorted the young man. 
His rival colored. 
"Sir. you are impudent," said he, an< 

gi'ily-
"I deny the charge. Mr. Beaumont, 

and you have no cause to speak thns." 
"Again I ask you why you are here?" 
Again I tell you that it does not 

concern you, and you have no right tc 
ask." » 

"Then, sir, will you please leave this! 
place, as it is here I am to meet a cer
tain person." 

And with a haughty look the osten
tatious fellow consulted his heavy gold 
watch. 

''Minerva should have been here ere 
this," he muttered, as if to himself, but 
with a furtive glance at Mark Spencer 
to see what effect his words produced 
on him. 

Mark was supprised; but, pretending 
that be did not hear the words, he said: 

"No. sir: I will not leave this place, 
for I, too, am waiting for a friend." 

"Do you mean Alias Lambert ?" 
"I do." 
"Then, sir, you speak falsely!" cried 

Lerov, fiercely. '"'She did not ask you 
to meet her here." 

"I beg your pardon, but " 
"Cease! Hold your tongue!"' thun

dered the handsome man. "Audacious 
scoundrel! know you not that Minerva 
Lambert is soon to become my wife? 
She cares naught for, you. Your jeal
ousy prompted you to come here and 
•witness our meeting, eh ?" 

"'Tis false!" replied Mark, quietly. 
"I kne w not that such a meeting was 
in contemplation. But, sir, I have"no 
desire to bandy words with you; there
fore I wish you good evening." 

He bowed atid was about to withdraw 
from the spot wdien Leroy produced 8 
pistol and pointed it at him. 

Mark was no coward. He folded hia 
arms and looked calmly into the dark 
muzzle of the weapon. 

"Shoot," said lie; "shoot, Leroy 
Beaumout. I am unarmed." 

"Peace, gentlemen!" cried a silvery 
voice. 

They looked simultaneously and be
held Minerva Lambert standing there 
in the moonlight, her tall, queenh 
form clad in spotlese white. 

Mark lilted his hat politely, while 
his rival stood stock-still, staring at 
her-

Minerve stepped proudly forward. 
"Mr. Beaumont," said she, confront* 

ing that gentleman, "I have Witnessed 
your proceedings since you came here, 
and have overheard the conversation 
carried on between you: and Mr. Spen-' 
cer. Sir, you have proved yourself s 
villian and a coward. You reviled Mr, 
Spencer without cause. You were going 
to shoot him even afjterhe told you thai 
ho was unarmed. And, besides, you 
told him that I was your promised 
wife, which you know is false. 

"You a3ked me this day for my heart 
and hand, as also did Mr. Spencer. 1 
gave neither of you an answer, be
cause I wished to carry out a little plan. 
I knew nothing of your past life, sir, 
nor whether you at. present had the 
reputation of being good or bad. I 
could not think of joining my life to 
that of one who, comparatively speak
ing, is unknown to me. 

"I planned this meeting with the 
hope that it might give me an insight in
to your true character, and I hoped not 
in vain. I desired to see your actions 
on confronting your rival here. I have 
seen. I am satisfied. Go, sir! never 
speak to me again nor allow your foot
steps to wander toward my home, 
which you have so often visited as s 
wolf in sheep's clothing." 

Pale and trembling, Leroy Beaumont, 
listened to this speech, cowering before 
tho accusing gaze of those flashing eyea 
like a crimin&l receiving his sentence. 

When she had finished he stood erect, 
and for a moment a bitter retort seemed 
to tremble on his lips. It remained un
spoken. 

He said not a word, but turned ab
ruptly on his heel, with a contemptu
ous toss of his head, and walked proud
ly away. 

When he was lost to view in the dark
ness, Minerva turned to Mark,' who had 
been a silent spectator of the little 
drpma that had just been performed, 
and said, in a trembling voice t-

"Mr. Spencer, I hope you will for
give my making a tool of you for the 
execution of my stratagem, and subject
ing you to the insults of that man." 

"As to that, Miss Lambert," he re
plied with a respectful bow, "There is 
nothing to forgive." 

"Thank you, sir. But I cannot stay 
longer. My sole purpose for request
ing you to meet me here is accomplish
ed. Good evening, sir." 

"Stay, Miss Lambert. Shall I call 
to-morrow and receive your ans wer, oi 
can I hear it now ?" 

"Not now. To-morro'w if you wish, 
you may see me at home." 

And on the following day Mark 
Spencer, with throbbing heart," sat be
side his love. '' 

When she felt his strong arm stealing 
around her trembling form, when she 
felt his lips pressed to hers in a sweet 
betrothal kiss, and heard his low-mur
mured wotds of endearmeut, Minerva 
Lambert felt a sweet feeling of rest 
coming over her, and she laid her head* 
on his breast, wondering how she ever 
could have thought that she loved 
Leroy Beaumont more than she did 
this noble-hearted man. * 

William Walter Phelps, as "Oath" 
writes to a Western journal, is put 
down as worth" $7,000,009, 

A TERRIBLE SIGHT. 

, "Ah, sir, I see you are admiring my 
flowers. Well, tlioy are pretty—they 
are—though I doubt as some would call 
the marigolds and carnations common 
and old-fashioned. It's a pretty little 
place this, ain't it' sir ? And it's my 
own too—my very own—and will go tti 
my grandson after me • He's a good lad, 
be is—it's him as looks after the gar
den. Mighty fond of flowers he is; and 
rarely proud he'll be, I know, when he 
hears as a fine town gentleman has tak
en notice of 'em. Ah , I was fond of gar
dening too in my time! But I'm getting 
an old man now-—eight-five I am come 
Christmas—and I can't expect to be 
spared much longer, though I'm 
hale and hearty yet, thank Heav
en J Ah, times have altered, 
sir, since my young days! For the 
better you say? Well, things are 
grander now than they were then; but 
somehow I seem to like the old times 
best, perhaps because I was young and 
strong in 'em. And talking of old times 
reminds me of something that once 
happened to foe. Like to hear it, sir? 
Well, so you shall, and welcome, if you 
don't mind wasting an hour or so with 
an old chap like me. Sit down, then, 
on that bench, and make yourself com
fortable. 

"You've been to Chelmsford perhaps ? 
Then maybe you knew tho 'Scaracen's 
Head'? Well, close to where that now 
stands there used to be an old inn called 
the' Swan.' A queer old place it was to 
be sufe, with its casement windows and 
overhanging gables. I waa liviug at 
Baldhan then—its nigh upon sixty years 
ago—a farmer I was, and had been mar
ried only a short time to a dear little 
wife as I loved well and true till she 
died, poor lass! 

"One cold December day I started 
for Braintree to look at some stock as I 
thought of buying. As it was two 
days' journey, I meant to stop at 
Chelmsford for the night," and go on 
early the next day. I didn't leave home 
till about two, and I had a weary road 
to travel, so that darkness came on be
fore I reached the gibbet1 on the edge 
of the common; and I can tell yoii my 
flesh crawled, as the saying is when I 
galloped past at full speed. It was a 
bleak cold night and the road was bad, 
so that it was late before I rode into 
Chelmsford." 
. "I put up at the 'Swan'—that being 
the first inn I came to—and was stand
ing watching the hostler rubbing down 
my good old mare—for I always attend
ed to that the first thing—when the 
landlord came slowly out to me; lie was 
a short, sharp-faced man, with great 
black eyes that had an uneasy sort of 
look in 'em. I told him I'd had a long 
ride, and was glad enough to get safe 
into his yard—for»I'd gold about me, 
and we'd heard horrible tales of the 
robberies and murders on the king's 
highway. Well, he showed me into a 
long low room—the kitchen it was— 
with a brick floor and a bright fire 
burning. 

" 'There's a noisy lot in the parlour, 
sir,'said he; you'll be- quiet and cosy 
here, for maybe you're tired and chilly 
after your ride in the wind.' 

"I ordered a steak and some wine, 
and, as I ate my supper, I thought to 
myself that I couldn't well have found, 
a better place than the rSwan' to stop 
at. After I had finished, I called for 
pipes and grog, rind sat by the fire with, 
tho landlord; but I might as well have 
been alone, for he never spoke a word, 
but sat staring into the tire with a 
wicked look in his eyes that I didn't 
like, though I didn't take much notice 
of it then. Ah, I know now what his 
thoughts were as he gazed moodily into 
the glowing coals! He was thinking of 
the disgrace brought upon his name 
by his only son, and wondering 
where the money was to come from 
which must be procured somehow 
if' his boy was to be saved 
from ruin. And then no doubt he plan
ned to murder me—ah, it's all true sir 
—I've got his confession by me now— 
and bury me down by the river-side, in 
the meadow behind the stable. Then 
he meaut to turn. my mare out before 
dawn, so that the servants might think 
I had left early;, and then, you see, 
when it was found,.people would think 
something had happened to me on the 
road to Brain tree. Well, my companion 
roused himself after a time, and began 
asking me what I thought of the coun
try, if I had ridden far, whether I had 
been advised to put up at the 'Swan' 
and «uch like questions. I answered, 
them freely enough, never supposing 
that he asked for any other reason than 
just to keep up the conversation. I 
asked him to call me early, and he 
promised he would do so. 

'"Ill doit myself said he, 'forthe 
girl and the ostler will be abed.' 

"Then he called his wife and told her 
to bring me a candle, which she did. 
She was a coarse-looking careworn wo
man, and I noticed, when she showed 
me to my room, that her hand was 
shaking, and her voice sounded thick as 
she bid me a civil 'Good-night.' 

"My bed-room was a long low room 
with queer old furniture, quaint oarved 
chairs, and a great four-post bedstead 
which seemed as big a hearse. There 
was no loek to the <' and the bolts 
were rusty and broken, so I could only 
put the latch down. I thought of put
ting a chair against it; but that seemed 
childish, and no.protection after all. The 
night was wet and windy and the sky 
black as ink. Try as I would, I couldn't 
get to sleep; and there I lay listening to 
the ghostly tapping of the ivy-leaves 
against the window, and thinking of 
the evil look in the landlord's eyes, and 
all the horrid stories I had ever read 
came crowding into my mind, when 
suddenly I started up in bed, wide awake 
enough, for I heard ^something or some 
one climbing up the ivy to my window. 
I lay with palpitating heart and strain
ing eyes, b'stening to the horrible ghost
ly rustling, which every moment sound
ed nearer. 

"Suddenly a thought struck me; and 
I rose, hastily smoothing the bed-cloths, 
as though the bed had not been slept 
in. I had jnst time to creep under the 
bed, when the window was shaken open, 
and somebody softly slipped in. It 
was a man, and, listening intently, I 
heard him sigh wearily to himself, as if 
he were tired out. Then he got into 
my bed, threw the clothes over him, 
and in a few minutes I heard him snor
ing. You can imagine how pleasant I 
felt; and the scamp had my money-bag 
under his pillow too I What was to bo 

done? I thought of my happy home 
and of the dear little wife now perhaps 
dreaming of me, and the thought of her 
gave me courage. I determined to 
snatch at my money and light for 
it with the unseen, visitor—to the 
death, if noed be. I was crawl
ing |rom under the bed, when 
I heard another sound, near ing the door 
this time. 

BATTLE OF SAB JACWT0. 
Bow Santa Anna Was Captures—Hernia

ls oenceK of the .War fov the Independ
ence of Texas. 

Cincinnati Commercial Gazette. 
The Commercial Gazette had the 

pleasure the other day of an interview 
Iu a single minute the latch j au old o-entleman whose reminis-

was quietly lifted, the door was gently j 
pushed open, and I saw the landlord 
glide into the room. Then a hand hold
ing a candle stole in at the door—only 
a hand; but I knew those quivering fin
gers well epough. The man crept on 
tip-toe to the bed, and, leaning softly 
over the sleeper, stabbed him to the 
heart. There was one deep groan, and 
all was oyer. The murderer drew, the 
money from under the pillow, and crept 
stealthily to the door, glancing behind 
him, as though he feared the dead man 
would get up and follow him. 

"Shaking all over, and with hair or. 
end, I crawled from my hiding place, 
groped about for my clothes, and, after 
standing a moment, dazed with horror, 
followed the guilty couple. Their room 
was almost opposite mine, and I could 
see the light under their door, which 
was barely closed, I pushed it open and 
peeped in. The table faced the door; 
and there they stood with their backs 
to me, so iutent upon the money that 
I ere pt close to them without being 
heard. 

"Look, look,' I heard the man whis
per—'there is more than enough to 
save our boy! How they shine 1 And 
all ours, wife—ours!' 

"No, ' mine, murderer!' I shouted, 
with a voice of thunder; and, shatehin.c 
the bag from his nerveless grasp, 1 
dashed the light from the woman's hand 
and fled back swiftly to the room where 
the'dead man lay. 

"Opening the window, I groped 
about with one hand for an ivy bough, 
clinging somehow to the sill with the 
other, and at last managed to scramble 
down, reaching the ground bruised, 
(shaken, breathless. As I rested a mo
ment to get my breath, I heard from 
the window above an awful cry sung 
out in a woman's voice— 

"'My boy, my boy, my only sen!' 
I clambered over the gate which led 

into the street. A watch-box stood 
close by in the square, and I hurriedly 
told my story to the watchman. He 
stared in horror, as well he might, and 
wanted to fetch his mate; but I told hire 
we were more than a match for those we 
should find at the inn; so he eame with 
me. A frightened servant opened the 
door to U3, and I led the way to the 
room 1 had just quitted. The watch
man bent down, and peered into the 
dead man's face. 

" 'Ah,' he wispered, 'it's as I feared! 
It's their own son—they didn't know 
he was home, and so they mistook him 
for you, sir.' . 

"I felt myself turn queer and giddy, 
for now I knew the meaning of that 
pitiful cry, 'My only son!' 

"And what of the murderers? They 
had not so much us tried to escape, and 
the door wasn't ever, barred against us. 
The woman lay moaning on the floor; 
the man sat huddled up in a chair by 
the bed. When we entered, he held 
out his hands to be manacled, without 
uttering a word. When I told him how 
it happened that his son had fallen a 
victim instead of me, he just stared in 
my face and made no sign that he heard 
the ghastly tale. 

"Well, sir, that's about all. The 
mother, poor soul, died raving mad, and 
the man was hanged at Tyburn; but not 
another word did he epeak from first to 
last, save once—and that was when the. 
Judge passed sentence on him. Then 
he raised his head, and, with a look in 
his eyes which I can never forget lio 
said— 

" "An old, old man, my lord—my on
ly son!' 

"That's all, sir. The strangest story 
voi\ever heard? Well, I dare say it is; 
but it's all true, every word of it; for I've 
got the papers to prove it, and, if you'll 
will be pleased to come in and see 'em, 
you'll be welcome as flowers in May, 
that you will! Not now? Well, thenf 
I'll bid you good day, and thank you 
kindly for letting me talk to you, for it 
does me good to chat a bit sometimes, 
that it do! Good day, sir, and a pleas
ant walk to you!" 

oeuees of the war for the independence 
of the Lone Star state, in which he was 
an active participant, are so bright and 
vivid, and told in such a bright and 
sprightly style, that they are well worth 
partial reproduction for the entertain
ment of our readers, with that due re
gard to the economy of space that must 
necessarily deprive them of many points 
of detail. . 

Lucien Hopson, now eighty-two years 
of age, and spending a few days in the 
city, was born and reared and educated 
n Geauga County, Ohio. Among his 

schoolmates were David Tod. Galvin 
Pease and Sebury Ford, all of whom 
became governors of their state 
lived some years in this city, 
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In Summer, Bemember 
1. That infectious diseases generally 

are due to filth in some form—most of 
them directly to diverse kinds of micro
scopic plants (bacteria) which gain en
trance into the system through the lungs 
or the stomach. Invading the wonder
ful laloratories of life,—the infinites
imal cells,—they disorganize these just 
as the yeast-plants, multiplying to 
countless millions, disorganize every 
particle of the dough—or would do so, 
if not themselves killed by the heat o/ 
the oven. 

2. Bemember that the best preserva
tive against them is high health, which 
either digests them in the stomach, or 
repels them from gaining a foothold, 
and eliminates them from the system. 

3. Bemember that the next best pre
servative against infectious diseases is a 
free and strong circulation of pure air 
through the house from cellar to attic. 
The danger is when large numbers of 
bacteria gain admittance. There is 
slight probability that a foothold will 
be gained by these invaders when their 
number is comparatively few. 

4. Bemember that in our cities and 
large towns the sewers, constantly re
ceiving the excreta of the sick, are nevei 
freefrom infectious bacteria; that these 
readily pass up into dwellings through 
every open connecting pipe; that these 
pipes should be kept, closed when not in 
use; and that they should, in no case, 
enter a sleeping-room but into a well-
ventilated water-closet. 

5. Bemember that, in the country, 
wells are dangerous when they are 
within one hundred feet of a privy or 
cesspool. 

6. Remember that while boiling may 
purify infected water, mere filtering 
never renders it safe. 

7. Bemember all water-closets, cess
pools, etc., should be frequently dis
infected, copperas (sulphate of iron) be
ing a good and cheap disinfectant for 
the purpose. 

8. That a deodorizer is not neces
sarily a disinfectant. We may kill a 
bad smell, and not kill the bacteria. 
—Youth's Companion. 

Canned sardines are now purely 
American. TJie packing box is made in 
Jersey City, the wrapper is printed in 
Netf York, the tin-cans are manufactur
ed in Boston, and the fish are caught on 
the Maine coast, and the oil is extracted 
from cottonseed in Georgia. 

He 
and in 

1534 went to Texas. He took part in 
the struggle for a right to live there, 
earned the rigid- at the risk of his life-, 
and. since then has held it. When our 
representative met Mr. Hopson he 
found him decorated with a badge of 
the Texas Veterans, in honor of the day, 
and verv willing to talk about it. 

Having been identified with the city, 
Mr. Hopson was one to warmly wel
come to Texas the volunteers who went 
down there from here, and lie joined 
them. They arrived in IVxas in fine 
form, splendidly armed and uniformed ! 
bearing a large and beaufcifil banner of j 
silk that had been presented by ladies , 
of this city. It bore an ernbroilored j 
figure of tiie Goddess of Liberty, life- i 
sizeof a woman, and the legend. "Vic- j 
tory or Death." When presented here, j 
with great ceremony, a lady ii'.;ule the j 
speech of presentation, and placed her j 
glove upon tne spear-end of the ^vati; I 
and the man who received it, kneeling j 
upon one knee, declared that it should ! 
be defended with knightly ho.ior and 
courage. It was under this beautiful 
banner Mr. Hopson, then i't years-of 
age, a man of good size, powerful frame, 
keen eyes, inured to fatigue, and prob
ably full of courage and enthusiasm, 
swore to aid in driving the hated pow
er of Mexico out of Texas. He joined 
at Nagadoches, but most of his service 
was rendered as scout and spy on horse
back. But he participated ui the bat
tle oi' San Jacinto, where the terrible 
slaughter of tho Mexicans occurod, and 
after that stood guard over Santa Anna. 
General Houston, by a feint at a re
treat, had induced Santa Anna to di
vide his powerful arnjy of 14,000 men 
into three commands, in order to cut off 
the retreat of the little band of Ameri
cans and slaughter them as at the 
Alamo. The three divisions were thus 
widely separated, when, on tho 21st of 
April, 1886, the Americans, under 
Houston, only 600 or 700 strong, came 
upon the main body intrenched under 
Santa Anna. 

Mr. Hopson puts tho strenght, of the 
Americans at 673. General Houston, 
in his speech before congress, placed it 
at 783. But Mr. Hopson explains that 
the general didn't go into details ab >ut, 
the number who held back on account 
of the appalling odds ot the enemy be
hind breasts works. It seems that Gen
eral Bush secretary of war, who was 
present, warned them of the odd?, and 
gave those who chose to shirk a chance 
to do so. Some did Lvk out. but most 
of them were made available as a re
serve. The grand assault upon the 
enemy's works was made at high noon, 
and was in the nature of a surprise, as 
the Mexicans did not think the Ameri
cans would dare to charge against such 
odds. But charge they did and 
over the breastworks thoy went and 
fearfully slaughtered the enemy, with a 
loss to themselves of only eight killed 
and twenty-four wounded, ft seems 
that the first volley of the Mexicans was 
lired too high and tho second too low, 
and by that time they were not in con
dition to shoot any more to speak about, 
and the desperate 600 were in the midst 
shooting with rifles and pistols, slash
ing, stabbing with swords, bayonets and 
those terriblebowie knives. The Mexi
cans were stampeded and slaughtered 
like sheep. Seven hundred were killed, 
and as. many more wounded and as 
many escaped. When Santa Anna was 
captured the scene around him was ter
rific. "Bemember the Alamo" was still 
the cry, and the Mexican chieftain's 
life was in desperate jeopardy. 
A 'lot of officers closed around him' 
and protected nim at the risk of their 
lives. These, in turn, were completely 
surrounded by the men, tome of wham 
stuck at Santa Anna with their knives 
over the heads and shoulders of the offi
cers. One officer had his clothing and 
the skin of his arm cut. through. At 
last the men were quieted by the state
ment that after General Houston had 

?' lterviewed the prisoner they could kill 
im. Once in the presence of Houston, 

as a prisoner of war, Santa Anna was 
comparitively safe, for ho immediately 
agreed to all terms. 

Mr. Hopson overheard tha conversa
tion and gives an interesting account of 
it. All that Santa Anna had to say 
was, "Si, generttle." "Yes general." 
Said Houston: ' 'Do you acknowledge 
the independence of Texas?" 

,?-Si, generale." 
"Do you agree to pay all the damages 

and expenses of the war?" 
"Si, generale." 
"Do you agree to leave all the 'plun

der' on this side of the Brazos?" 
"Si. generale." 
"Doyju agree to cause all your troops 

to evacuate Texas immediatelv?" 
"Si, generale." 
"Will you send your orders by your 

officers, accompanied by ours, to see' 
that this is carried out?" 

"Si, generale." 
These orders were carried out, though 

not before the divisions had effected a 
junction in such a force as to be too 
powerful for the Americans still. 
Some of the Mexican genands were in
dignant to the point of disobedience, 
but they were "overruled. 

Mr. Hopson describes the "plunder" 
referred to as covering a five-acre field 
as high as one could reach. It consis
ted of all sorts of personal properties, 
nought in Mexico and stolen in Texas. 
The Mexicans had come to occupy the 
land—to stay. Their plunder did stay; 
the only Mexicans who stayed larded 
the earth. 

"Commodore" Starin, the steamship 
owner ol New York, is said to be worth 
$7,000,000. Not many years ago he 
was a country doctor earning $1,000 a 
year. 

Flower-Lore For September. j Thiags in Genera 1 
September is an important month to ' The new Italia:* w*u- ,h-.p, *i. 

the flower-culturisfc. A practical florist j gfero di Lauri.4. will car-- re 

makes the following notes which may . guus. ten fcur-ton gun* 
be of service to those who have had less j mitradlenses, and f v> - of 
experience: , 

Give no plant,! a dirty pot.—F.dl 
planting is the best for lilies.—This is J 
good time, for sodding lawns.—Asters 
make fine window pot-plants at this 
season.—Every flower looks /he best 
backed by its own foliage. 

Moss in a lawn indicates that the sr i; 
is either poor or wet. —Ivy-leaved ger
aniums are among the best of window-
plants.—Calculate on lifting all tender ; 
pot-plants before the month is out.—• 
Preparations should be made towards 
getting hyacinths and other Dutch 
bulbs planted soon. 

Bemove the annual plants as soon a? 
their beauty is over, excepting those foi 
seed.—The same flowering Hulb nev^i 
blooms but o:ue. future flowers coming 
from a new progeny. . 

Aim to o;row window-plants with ; ^ 
good, healthy foliage, and they will lie ^ 
handsome even without t'owers.—Lovers 
of flowers are a happy people, never' 
ing in each month to find soawth:n-' ^ 
new to d, light them.—if chrysantiie • 
mums receive r.n occasional dox- .! ' 
liquid manure -'Ftev the bud . v.: 
the increased oloom .ator vv:L ; -vy • h 
the attention. • • 

It is worth while to toko vi-ci-U 
pains to protect summer flower* air. 
the first Iro.sts, for u.-
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The plant'iig of jucb' "• t.- ' 1 . 
memorative d births or i- : 
is a beputif il custom th .i ' 
creased. 

A mass of crocsif-vs or ' ' 
cannot bo well-grown in <>r« .---mr. 
she ';; i bo planted in th • n • 
giving them a plac? wuei'e '.hey :n 
main undisturbed i'.-r half a I<:< ; • 
let'at. 

In an atmosphere that is mo;;- -u 
to suit plant-lib;, flower-p ; 
in time. In washing sue1', il' •; 
chloride of linn,- be put in the ' "-b 
wiil be a longer time befor:.; tln-y 
become green regain. 

Geranium1-: that arenfkd, potted ami 
Cut back to :rt one-third of e.v 
branch, and '!it'n kept in a cool, k. 
and airy place, but ^iiere r 
freezes, will flower h&ndsoin--!y 
midwinter or la'or. 

A glass tilled with triternas, o*- f •; ,v.• -
flowers, cut at from one to thi • vl 
long with ricinus or acar * m* 1- ; 
forms an attractive table rrv-nra ni-. i< 
should be stood on an o; "n- d ] ape*-
however, because of the defect ot nr..* 
flower, in showering down minute r-
ticles of sticky moist ;re. 

One great secret r f k> >-p!ns; ,h:i;ti 
free from insert- is to keep tin::;-, he ilthy. 
There is something aV.o-it a h-althy pla 1 
that insects do not iike. and such a one 
will seldom be bally troubled, never 
sickly one.- are ne'ir for them to ' >• 
on. Healtn d' o.- .cls tiostly • \ ' 
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i> i . ii •« nt-er 
d just covei• 
j week- de
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of shoots, ami v.if.h the b-av 
lower parts that sr.) into the 
off, should be inserted, vaehv; 
close together a> almost to •or 
t h e  s a u c e r  t i n ;  •  r i l l e d  J ; .  

dow, and supply it v.it.n 
at all time- t • keep th> ; 
ed. In from o;k: to tl 
pending or th 

To deterinm 
exactly, the c;:;in^s or the. d:ffer^nt 
kinds should >.>'• e .-nu uied from time to 
time, and as «o-n< ;i.s root-0, how-'. tr 
small, appear i.r. '\ey. the cutting shorn. I 
be potted. Set 'hem in light f are):. 
rather small pots *«t first. Th-.y should 
also be shaded .ightly from the sun for 
a week, as now, with th<> soii not s«*t"r 
a ted to the, > ^ ,ont the sand in the p. i-
cer was, they would, if nnsnadnl ti xj, 
to their injurs . After growti 
tlie young plants should have as <• '.--n ; 

a place as can be provided for •!«•-*> , 
and all through the winter: 

Gen. Lee on Frankness. 
A letter of (>•,a. T.ee to his son, writ

ten in 3862, has ju >t bo-en ^ven f o •r-o 
public, in which he Jiseon.nv • o-> th 
value of frankness: 

I fitr. just in the act of leaving erne 
for Now Mexico. My fine old reg-'n>. jt 
has been ordered to tha;. distant r-.-
gion, and I must hasten to «. <• th is 
they are properly taken care of. I h i.e 
but little to add in reply to your letters 
of March 26, 27 and 2o. \o~ir h-iters 
breathed a true spirit of frank nes.-; they 
have already given myself and your 
mother great pleasure- To a m-i-* 
study to be frank with the world ; frank
ness is the child of honesty and eonra-je. 
Say what you m -in to do on ever / o -
casion, and take it for granted y>"irnea<i 
to do right, if a friend asks u fa or yoa 
should grant :'t, if ii is reasonable.; if 
nob tell him plainly why you cannot, 
you will wrong him and yonrse't i.-, 
equivocation of any kind. Never do 
a wrong tiling to make a friend or Vj 
keep one; the 'nan who require •,. to 
do so is de»: iy b right at a aaer<>< •.. 
Deal kindly but firmly wi'di your c!a.-s-
mates; you wn'! find it the policy w biri 
wears best. A b .ve all do not, apr>ear to 
cithers what yon are not. If you 1 av-
any fault to find with anyone, tell him, 
not others, of what you complain;  ̂ e •*. 
is no more dangerous experiment than 
that of undertaking to bo one thing be
fore a man's face, and another behind 
his back. ^*e should live, act and -ay 
nothing to the inJ"«ry of any one. It 
not only best as a matter of prineipbv 
but it is the pat; to peace and lmr.or. 

Poplars grow in row? in Noirrandy, 
in cultivated fields. The bows b^ng 
constantly cut away for fuel, there i - nn 
shade and no interference with vegeta-
tion. f 

Mrs. Blaine has subscribed $2,300 t« 
the building fund of the cltapel o? tn« 
Covenant now in process of erection in 
Washington. 
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CDefective Page 


